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Chapter | 


Author's Notes: 
This is bit different then what | usually write, but I've been in a bit of writing funk lately and this is what 


came out. | hope everyone still enjoys it! :) 


Myles watched as the snow fell like powder outside the window and sighed. He twirled the gift in his hands 
sadly as he dropped on the couch. The twinkling lights on the Christmas tree that he always took comfort in, 
almost seemed to be mocking him this time. He did his best to ignore the celebrations happening on TV, knowing 


that all they would do is sink his spirits further. 


He ignored the clattering as the box dropped from his fingers as he cradled his head between his hands. He 
was so stupid! He was a grown man. He shouldn't have gotten so upset with Mark. He knew they both had 
other responsibilities and couldn't always be together, but.. 


"We promised" He muttered softly, standing as he started to turn off the lights. There would be no else 
coming to celebrate with him tonight. 


They had it setup perfectly. They would spend the actual holidays with their families and then Mark would fly 
out for a couple days and they would have their own holiday celebration. They'd be working on music and have 
a chance to finally catch up since there had been nonstop tours for both them, and while he couldn't speak for 


Mark, the emails and phone calls were making him miss the other man more than ever. 


The sad thing is he doesn't even remember what started the argument. He'd called Mark to make sure 
everything was still going as planned and the next thing he knew, they were doing their best to try and out yell 
the other. One minute, Mark was telling him about the gift he'd gotten from his brother and the next he was 
telling him to not bother coming since he didn't really care about him and Mark basically agreeing with him and 
saying it would be a waste of his time at that point anyway. He remembers throwing his phone out of his 
sight before stalking out of the house. He couldn't be there right then. Everything reminded him of Mark and 
the plans they'd had. 


He walked as far as his anger would take him, hoping that the cold weather would clear his head. However, the 
more he walked, the more their argument replayed in his head. Was it really so wrong to be with the one he 
cared about over the holidays? Even with his family around, he still felt like something was missing, and he 


couldn't help but find his thoughts drifting to the other guitarist. 


All he could hear was Mark's voice telling him that their visit wasn't worth it. That he wasn't worth it, When 
he returned to his house a while later he was even angrier than before and it wouldn't go away. The anger 
continued simmer in his veins over the next few days which slowly cooled and turned to sadness. They hadn't 


spoke since then 


Myles shook his head as if it could shake the memories from his mind. He glanced over at his phone as it sat 
innocently on his bed He knew that this had gone on long enough and grabbed his phone. / can do this! He 
thought as he scrolled down to Mark's number. M just call and see how he's doing Make sure he didn't get 
completely screwed out of his money for the ticket and that sort of thing Even though it would serve him right! 
He knew it was a shit excuse, but right now it was the only one he had and he needed something to help him 


do this. 


His finger hovered over the call button, but he couldn't make himself press it. If he was honest, even though 
he wanted nothing more than to hear Mark's voice, he was still hurt that apparently it wasn't worth his time 
to come out for a visit. That was the thing that hurt more than anything else. 


A sudden ringing startled him out of his thoughts and gasped at the song playing. "Mark." he whispered to 
himself, shock and surprise covering his features. He could only stare silently at the phone as the song 
continued to play as he continued to debate whether or not to answer. At the last moment, he clumsily hit the 
call button and waited a few moments until he finally found the nerve to speak. "Hello?" 


The sigh of relief was audible over the line and in the darker part of his mind, Myles was a bit happy that 
Mark seemed to be hurting as well. "Myles..? Hey, how are you?" He asked hesitantly. 


‘Ive been." He trailed off as he thought it over. Just how had he'd been since they'd last spoken over a week 


ago? 
Sad 


Angry 
Missing you 
‘I've been.good." he finally answered. "How are you?" 


"Same." Mark answered quickly before silence overtook the line once more. Myles could only shake his head. 
This was ridiculous. They'd fought before, but there had never been such heavy silences between them. They 
had both said some things they regretted, at least he hopes there was some regret, but he couldn't let this 


go on anymore. 
"Listen--" 
"I just wanted to say--" 


This sent both of them into a fit of laughter. It seemed to have broken the ice, at least somewhat. While they 
were still avoiding the reason for the call, things had start to flow a bit easier between them. There was still 


the undercurrent of tension and now an annoying knocking that hadn't ceased since he'd picked up the phone. 


"Can you hang on a second?" Myles said as he headed to the door. "There's someone here that doesn't seem to 


want to leave." 


He opened the door angrily, ready to give whoever was on the other side a piece of his mind. He instead 
staggered back, ignoring his phone as it clattered to the porch, not even realizing he'd dropped it. Mark stood in 
front of him, slightly shivering, hair and shoulders covered with a dusting of snow. 


"I thought there were some things that may be better said face to face." He remained frozen to his spot as 
he spoke and that alone said volumes. Usually Mark would be inside by now and Myles would be pinned to a 


door as he was kissed breathless, but now, Mark was having trouble even looking at him. "Can | come in?" 


Part of him didn't want to move. He was still hurt, still angry from what happened between them. However, 
that didn't stop him from moving to the side to let Mark in. He shut the door him behind him as they walked 
into the living room, the TV still playing New Years celebrations in the back ground. Their eyes met for just a 
moment and refused to meet each others again. Myles decided to focus on the TV even though he wasn't 
hearing a word of what was being said. His eyes would flicker over to Mark, only to catch him quickly turning 
his gaze away as he shuffled awkwardly in his space. 


Mark took a deep breath before he started to speak, "I'm sorry. m so sorry. | shouldn't have said any of 
those things." He walked a little closer, relaxing a bit when Myles met him half way. "You have no idea how 


important you are to me." 


‘lm sorry too." He said shakily. "| was just so angry and | wanted you to hurt like | was." He admitted sadly as 
he finally met Mark's eyes. "We were both acting like assholes weren't we?" 


"| guess that's one way to put it" Mark said with a nervous chuckle. "Seeing you was supposed to be one of 


the highlights of the season for me. You're worth my time and so much more | can't even describe." 


Myles sighed and moved in closer until they were almost chest to chest. He could hear the regret in Mark's 
Voice and it made him feel even worse. The blame for this fell on him too and he wanted to make sure Mark 
got that through his head. "I shouldn't have said you didn't care about me. You showed up here after | said 
those horrible things to you. This falls on me too." 


"Listen to me Myles," Mark reached out and cupped Myles chin with his fingers. "I know | don't say this often, 
but | never want you to doubt it" He pressed a soft, chaste kiss to his lips before whispering against then, "| 


love you." 


Myles found the words falling from his lips before he'd even realized it. "I love you too." He whispered as he 
pressed his face into his neck. "So much that it hurts sometimes." 


"| know the feeling." He paused as he heard the countdown on TV and smiled. "You know New Years was a few 


days ago right?" 


Myles just smiled back, wrapping his arms around his neck and pressing closer. "Well since we couldn't be 
together, | thought we'd have our own New Years." He said as he kissed his way down Mark's neck and his 
fingers started to make their way through all of the layers he was wearing to get to the warm skin he 
craved. "We still have Christmas to celebrate too, if you think you can handle it" 


Mark just grinned and Myles could tell by the look in his eyes, he wasn't going to be getting much sleep that 
night. "Well then," he said breathily as he leaned down for another kiss, cheering and sounds of fireworks now 


blasting from the TV. 


"Let's get started" 


